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Truth or Dare 


Author's Notes: 

Because baby Dave and James are just sooo adorable <3 | know there are already a few truth or dare fics, 
but not for these two.. It's inspired by a dream of mine and written on my phone while waiting for a bus and 
its nothing special, but | still decided to post it here. [ts my first Metallica fic, so please be kind. Also, I'm not 


a native speaker, so if there are any mistakes, feel free to remind mel 


Somewhere during the party, someone suggested playing truth or dare and a few people actually thought it 
was a good idea Dave found the game childish, but agreed nonetheless - for what reason, he had no idea. So 
there he was now, staring into space and successfully ignoring his surroundings, until someone decided to tear 
him out of his thoughts about nothing by screaming right into his ear. 


"So you finally woke up?" Lars grinned when Dave slightly jumped up. "Well then, what do you pick? Truth or 


dare?" 


"Dare," Dave snarled. He wasn't particularly excited about the idea of completing some dumb dare, but unlike 


truth, it could be at least a little interesting. He just hoped the drummer wouldn't make him do anything too 


embarrassing, he wasn't quite drunk enough to not remember the next day. 


"Okay." Lars furrowed his brows, looking deeply in thought. After a while, he raised his finger as if a brilliant 
idea suddenly struck him. "Make out with a person the bottle chooses you." 


And | almost thought it would be something just slightly intelligent... "Seriously Lars? Are we thirteen?" 
"Just do what | said." 


"Whatever." the redhead rolled his eyes as he spun the bottle. It wasn't really that bad, the three girls playing 
with them were all pretty hot. Dave certainty wouldn't mind kissing any of them. 


There were a few seconds of silence before the bottle stopped and its neck pointed at James. Their eyes met 
for a moment and Dave sighed. "Okay, I'm spinning aga-" 


"| never said it has to be a girl," Lars interrupted him, grinning mischievously. That annoying little prick.. Dave 


opened his mouth to say something, but James was faster. 


"| don't wanna kiss him!" he protested, his cheeks turning slight pink. He was flailing his arms wildly and his tone 
sounded like a kid not wanting to go to bed. Dave pushed away the thought of it being cute. "Why.. why me? Of 


all people?" 


‘Oh c'mon," the ginger pouted, batting his eyelashes, "how can you not want to kiss me?" This made James 
blush even deeper, which was just his intention. He found it quite adorable how the blonde would avert his eyes 
and try to hide behind his hair, and he certainty wanted to see more of that. And no, he did not like James like 
that. 


"Whatever, just get it quick over with," James murmured, staring into the dirty carpet. Dave leaned forward 
until he was just inches apart from James’ face, put his hand into the blonde hair and brought their lips 
together. James was a little stiff at first but soon started responding to the kiss. He even opened his mouth a 
little to let Dave in. 


James' lips were surprisingly soft, the older boy could almost imagine he was kissing a girl, if it wasn't for the 
slight stubble scratching his chin. As the kiss grew longer and hotter, Dave found himself quite enjoying it. He 
savoured the taste of alcohol, cigarettes and something he couldn't quite place anywhere - probably James 
himself. 


We definitely need to do this more offen.. 


A sharp click of a beer bottle being opened brought him back to reality. He parted their lips and brought his 
mouth to the blonde's ear. "You can always ask for repeat, Het," he purred wickedly and licked the younger 
boy's earlobe before completely pulling away. He sat back and grinned at the sight of James, whose face was 


now crimson red and who was trying to look at anything but Dave. The ginger was making a lot of effort not 


to squeal. 
"Well, look at him, he's smiling," Lars smirked. "I knew he would enjoy it!" 
"Fuck you," Dave muttered, glaring at the Dane, and took a sip of his beer. 


Though Dave would never admit it, and especially not to Lars, he wasn't quite wrong.. 


